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IN ENGLAND 

In England, in England 
We're living now in England, 
We've frozen in the winter 'neath a bitter leaden sky. 
In December fogged and dreary 
Through sunless January 
And February f rostbound, 
To March's lengthening days, 
Till April whirled upon us 
Biting snow and rain in torrents, 
And the only wisp of brightness 
Was the crocus' golden blaze. 

In London, in London 
We've lived long months in London, 
Grey London, dear London, we know it now so well ; 
Its ancient ways a-winding 
New paths forever finding, 
Quiet alleys half forgotten 
Wide streets fair and fine, 
Grey barges on the river, 
Red flame of winter's sunset, 
And daffodils up-springing 
Beside the Serpentine. 

In Surrey, in Surrey 
Now spring has come to Surrey, 
The cuckoo's calling always in a tiny bit of wood, 
Where bluebells shine and shimmer 
Pale primroses gleam dimmer, 
And new leaves quiver glistening 
As the rays of sunlight pass. 
A world fresh-washed in greenness 

I A wind bereft of keenness, 

j But blowing to us sweetly 

New odours of the grass. 






THE RETURN OF THE 13th AND 14th 

In smoke, in rain of death and hell, 

Blasted and battered, 

Breathing the thick gas, 

In agony, that yesterday they never knew could be, 

They held. 

The guns crashed on 

While ours behind were silent, 

From shattered, shallow trenches 

Their rifles steady spoke — 

And so from Ypres grew Vimy, 

Passchendaele, Cambrai and crowning Mons 

Because they held ; 

Four years ago this sunny April month 

They held at Ypres. 

Cheer them, our city's first, the men, 

Who left so soon we hardly saw them go ; 

The men, untaught in warfare 

Who yet held ; 

Cheer for the living few who come again, 

For many fell 

There where they held, 

And many since. 

Perhaps that gallant company beyond the skies 

Can see to-day familiar city streets, 

The tossing crowds, 

Their comrades' faces pass, 

So cheer them now, 

And cheer not only living men or dead, 

Nor think how one served first, and one but late, 

But cheer for that which all alike hold dear, 

The pride, the honour of the regiment. 
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